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I have a mind to open it
What is that? God in heaven! Whence came
Such things? Never beheld I aught so fair!
Rich ornaments, such as a noble dame
On highest holidays might wear I
How would the pearl-chain suit my hair?
Ah, who may all this splendour own?
[She adorns herself with the jewellery, and steps
before the mirror.]
Were but the ear-rings mine, alone 1
One has at once another air.
What helps one's beauty, youthful blood?
One may possess them, well and good;
But none the more do others care.
They praise us half in pity, sure:
To gold still tends,
On gold depends
All, all! Alas, we poor!
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